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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

DRYING THEIR WINGS 
What the Carpenter Said to the Child 
The moon's a cottage with a door — 
Some folk can see it plain. 
Look! You may catch a glint of light 
A-sparkle through the pane, 
Showing the place is brighter still 
Within, though bright without. 
There at a cosy open fire 
Strange babes are grouped about: 
The children of the Wind and Tide, 
The urchins of the sky, 
Drying their wings from storms and things 
So they again can fly. 



YET GENTLE WILL THE GRIFFIN BE 
What Grandpa Told the Children 
The Moon ? It is a griffin's egg, 
Hatching tomorrow night; 
And how the little boys will watch 
With shouting and delight 

To see him break the shell and stretch 
And creep across the sky. 
The boys will laugh, the little girls, 
I fear, may hide and cry. 
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The Moon is a Mirror 



Yet gentle will the griffin be, 
Most decorous and fat; 
And walk up to the milky way 
And lap it like a cat. 



WHAT THE RATTLESNAKE SAID 

The Moon's a little prairie-dog. 
He shivers through the night. 
He sits upon his hill and cries 
For fear that I will bite. 

The Sun's a broncho. He's afraid 
Like every other thing, 
And trembles morning, noon and night 
Lest I should spring and sting. 



THE RECREANT QUEENS 
To be tied to a pebble and thrown through a palace window 
The Moon's a mirror where dim shades 
Of queens are doomed to peer, 
The beauteous queens that loved not love 
Or faith or godly fear. 
The night-wind makes their mirror grey. 
The breath of Autumn drear, 
And many mists of time and change 
Have clouded it apace, 
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